ENCOUNTER
We all needed sleep. When we had slept we would attack
the engine again. But now we must sleep. At each change
of watches the human pattern had to be arranged over again.
Grunts and muttered protests accompanied this difficult
process for we were of such varying sizes and shapes that the
pattern we made seldom failed, after a few minutes, to
produce a deadening cramp of the limbs. From time to
time one of the tangled heap of bodies would sit up with a
groan to straighten a cramped leg or revive an arm gone
dead. Walker, during his brief spells below, fitted himself
into the jigsaw puzzle we had made of ourselves and lay
still but awake, listening to the sounds of the weather and to
the movements of the boat tugging at her anchor chain. I
could hear him clearing his throat in the darkness and knew
that he was not sleeping. Somewhere George fitted himself
in also and slept a sleep of exhaustion without movement
except when the boat lurched and rolled him sideways a
little. But old Jock Matheson, when he came below, lay
down on the floor boards. " FU sleep on the deck. I'll bt
plenty warm enough. Och aye! I'll be fine/* and he
disappeared beneath a mound of damp, dirty duffel coats
and lay motionless, a dark heap below us until his turn came
to go on deck.
Thus we slept fitfully. As the night grew colder yet
towards morning we slid down closer to each other and
clung together for warmth. Each could feel through his
thick clothes the trembling of the other's body. I dreamt
that I was at home and awakening was a cold honor of
realization.
" I say.. . . Are you awake? "
" Yes."
" There seems to be a hell of a lot of water in the bilges.
Listen!"
As the boat rolled a gulling swish of water washed from
side to side under the floor boards. Matheson's body lay
like a dark mountain above a subterranean river. Every